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As this crucial dialogue between her elders went on, how-
ever, Lovie's interest waned. It was the sort of thing she had
listened to so often in the caravan between Crummy and
Popsy, and now, looking about for something to play with—
for the first thrill of the new clothes had passed—she picked
up from the floor one of the torn halves of Old Funky's let-
ter and scrambling back into the chair began tearing it into
a faint resemblance to a doll. Lovie had never had a doll The
nearest approach to such a thing had been a sorrowful ape,
swinging in a wire cage, but through tearing the wires asun-
der, she, had made something of this, pretending sometimes it
was Grummer and sometimes Old Funky, she had never com-
mitted her heart to it. But at this moment, weary of these
human voices going on and on, she did sigh for "Monkey,"
and very soon, in a thin simulacrum scrawled with Old Funky's
writing she apprehended the presence on her lap of an entity
she promptly christened "Gwendolly," herself and this bit
of paper becoming mother and child. It is interesting to note
the physical positions that women instinctively take when
their interest is absorbed, and D. No-man would have been
amused to observe how Wizzie at this crucial moment stood
in his own most spontaneous pose, her arm propped on the
mantelpiece opposite Lovie's chair and beneath the picture
of Teucer Wye.
"Why don't you get your father to come and live with
you?" she was now emboldened—perhaps by her position
under Mr. Wye's picture—to fling out.
"Has No-man asked you to leave me?" was the retort to
this.
"No, of course not—not yet, anyway—but you're always
saying you'd like to have your father here and 'Thel' always
says she'd like to be rid of him."
Wizzie was ashamed of herself the moment she had said
this. She could feel her spiritual vision of that long self-
lacerating road of her life, with the police station and the
brewery chimney and the cenotaph and the Chestnut Walk,
calling on her to "accept, accept, accept," receding into the
distance, while this malicious remark brought her back to the
very atmosphere she had renounced.
"If you're tired of being here it's easy to go I"
"I'm not tired of being here."

